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More than all men loving, all women true,

To hunger with the foodless heart of grief

And wither with the tearless thirst of eyes,

To wander in weak thought through unsown fields

Past unreaped sheaves of vision ; to be blind,

Weak, sick and lame of spirit and poor of soul,

And to live loveless for love's bitter sake

And have to food loathing, and shame for drink,

And see no cease or breach in my long life

Where these might end or die; my fault it is,

And I will kill my fault: for I that loved

Will live to love no living thing again,

BothwelL   As you will, then.

Queen.                              Nay, do not tread on me;

I am lying a worm out of your way, and you
Turn back to bruise me.    I am stricken sore enough;
Do not worse wound me;   I am hurt to the heart.
You change and shift quicker than all good things,
That all change quickly: lam fast, and cannot change.
If you do hold me so, fast in your heart,
You should not surely mock me.

BothwelL                                   I mock you not

You are looser and lighter-tempered than the wind,
And say I mock you : 'tis you mock yourself,
And much more me that wot not of your mind,
What would you have and would not.

Queen.                                                 Nothing, I,

Nothing but peace, and shall not.   By my faith,
I think no man. ever loved woman well.
You laugh and thrust your lips up. but ;tis truth,